CHAPTER   48

FADE  OUT

I HAVE taken you a long way round Insanity Fair and kept
you waiting far too long at some of the sideshows, which
interested me, and have megaphoned my opinions about them
at you until you must be nearly deaf, and most irritable, and
longing for your cup of tea. Let's go, taking a last look back
as we pass.

Look at the strong men, feeling their biceps, throwing shadows
so much bigger than themselves. Look at the funny men,
little gesticulating figures. Look at the people on the
Foreign Policy Roundabouts, going round and round in
vicious circles. Look at the man on the moving platform at the
Westminster Sideshow; he marches and marches but stays
always where he is. Hark to the shrieks coining from League
House, with its collapsing stairway paved with good resolutions.
Hark to those brazen organs all playing against each other.
Look at the lights. Look at the crowds, shuffling, shoving,
watching the three-card-trick man. bemusedly, listening with
sheepish grins to the cocksure showman, following him sheep-
like when he turns and leads the way into the tent.

It's a great life.
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